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Brave Little One
(Sand Creek Massacre, November 27, 1864)
I hid among the tall grass
quiet, stiff and still
1 still can hear the soldier’s voices
canons thunder against the hill.
It started with a scream
from my mother’s face
It ended with my mother’s death
me, hiding in this place.
The scent of smoke still lingers
the air is stark and cold
I still can hear the thunder of
the Beasts of War they rode.
I dare not, to make a sound
my little body’s cold
If only I could make a break
Great Spirit make me bold.
That moment from a soldier’s view
in the corner of his eye
His rifle raised, his aim was true
he raised his weapon high.
“I got the Bastard,” he proudly boasts
to buddies by his side
“I hit him somewhere in the head,
or maybe in the eye.”
I felt the flow of blood
as it ran down upon my face
I never had a chance to run
to escape this time and place.
I knew my life was over
as I traveled to this land.
A place where mother’s waiting,
she took me by the hand.
Her face was full of peace and love
her glow was “oh” so bright,
“The Great Spirit has brought you here my son
and in my arms so tight.”
“Do not cry for death is sweet
my son you were so bold
Our spirit will live forever in those
who travel this Red Road.”
— Robert L. Houle
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